DEATH    OF    KING    GEORGE    V
five miles—a slow, agonising march, during which thousands
of people watched the new Sovereign's unhappy face, which
was grey, and drawn by emotion and anxiety. The pity of
the people changed to marvelling over his fortitude. Wher-
ever he walked, in the days that followed, and when he stood
in the shadows of Westminster Hall, near his father's coffin,
his face was pale and grimly set. A reporter who saw him in
Westminster Hall, where the twelve great candles threw their
light on the catafalque and up into the intricacy of the carved
beams, wrote of the glow upon his face as he stood there, of
it being "so changed with grief that one turned one's eyes
away from it." His hair gleamed "with the familiar boyish
fairness/' but his features were "drawn and set." "It was the
look of a man who in the midst of personal grief has taken
the strain of a new and tremendous responsibility on his
shoulders. His pale face looked in that moment as though
he could never smile again."
King Edward's grief must have been bitterly mixed with
personal conflict, during the mournful days before King
George was buried. He apparently suffered no self-reproach
in staying away from his mother, at Fort Belvedere, in the
hours when his place was beside her. The mischievous
friendship came first, even in these days of sorrow. It seemed
that the King was able, in his own mind, to reconcile his
private life with his promises to the country. There was no
hesitation in his words when he wrote to the Commons of
his father: "I am well assured that the House of Commons
mourns the death of my beloved father. He devoted his life
to the service of his people and the upholding of consti-
tutional government. He was ever accentuated by his pro-
found sense of. duty." The King was able to add, with appar-
ent sincerity, "I am resolved to follow in the way he has set
before me/'
Older friends who served the young King began to hope
and wonder: were these words and promises an empty form-
ality, or did the grey face tell of a struggle towards greatness?
Were the winning characteristics of years before—the natural

